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" Because, " Beh replied with perfect noncha-
lance, " of a simple reason. She is beautiful."
" Idiot," I replied in relief.
" She's very lovely." He fumbled for words
and said : "___I don't know___she's just nice. Don't
let her go. It's the nicest thing that has happened
to you."
" Talk of something else, will you ? All day
I've been a bundle of excitment Now I just like to
mop my brow and have a drink and rest."
And Beh yelled for two good drinks.
High-balls !
And we toasted each other in silence and I drank
and felt so much better, and the music began to play.
Two other men joined us at the bar. One was
Hem Panthuck, whom Beh always referred to as the
young nit-wit with too much money. The other was
one of his hangers-on.
Hollywood had surely had some influence on
our younger men and the American screen had
affected the thought and manners of some
of our people. It was to be seen here in the big city
where those who were born rich attempted to repro-
duce that purposeless existence too often portrayed
on the screen by the play-boy or again to walk through
life like the big chief in a gangster picture with the
howarya-babe feeling and a half-dozen stooges playing
yes-men to him.
Today only one yes-man was on duty, the one
who was the best dressed of the gang and who could